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Mos. Why, sir, with Scoto's oil;
Corbaccio and Voltore brought of it. Whilst I was busy in an inner room -
Corv. Death! that damned mountebank; but for the law Now, I could kill the rascal: it cannot be His oils should have that virtue. Have not I Known him a common rogue, come fiddling in To the osteria with a tumbling whore. And, when he has done all his forced tricks, been glad Of a poor spoonful of dead wine with flies in 't? It cannot be. All his ingredients Are a sheep's gall, a roasted bitch's marrow, Some few sod earwigs, pounded caterpillars, A little capon's grease, and fasting spittle: I know them to a dram.
Mos. I know not, sir;
But some on 3t there, they poured into his ears, Some in his nostrils, and recovered him; Applying but the fricace.
Corv. Pox o' that fricace!
Mos. And since, to seem the more officious And flattering of his health, there they have had At extreme fees, the college of physicians Consulting on him, how they might restore him; Where one would have a cataplasm of spices, Another a flayed ape clapped to his breast, A third would have it a dog, a fourth an oil, With wild cats' skins: at last they all resolved That to preserve him was no other means But some young woman must be straight sought out, Lusty, and full of juice, to sleep by him; And to this service, most unhappily, And most unwillingly am I now employed, Which here I thought to pre-acquaint you with, For your advice, since it concerns you most; Because I would not do that thing might cross Your ends, on whom I have my sole dependence, sir.